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Out of the moonhexms come dancing, 

Down from tne silver-btinsed heights; 
Make us enchantments entrancing; 
Givo us fulfillmont, o sprites! 


We would have dreaiing and gladness, 
We would have castles and youth; 

The crown thit is won ous of sadness, 
The beauty that springs out of truth. 


Bring us vour love and your laughter, 
Teach us your elfin-froee ways, 

That mortals we ba not hereafter, 

But brethren and kin to the Lays. 


Out of the moonbeams come Gancing, 
Dewn from the silver-tinped heights, 
Make us your magic entrancing, 

Bring us fulfillment, o sprites. 
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